THE  AMERICAN  AS   HE   IS
potatoes. In the work in biology and physics the things that both teachers and text-books were taking for granted as being matters of common knowledge were the very ones that puzzled me most. The entire lore of field and forest, of gun and workshop, was a sealed book to me. I could not drive a nail into a plank without hitting my fingers. What were persimmons? How was cider made? Where did the sorghum in the pewter pitchers that were always on the tables at the club come from? I had not the faintest idea. My familiarity with trees stopped at the oak; my acquaintance with flowers at the rose. I did not know how to swim or skate or harness a horse or milk a cow. It had never entered my head that not all clouds were rain-clouds; that a wind from the east brought one kind of weather and a southwester another; that gales, tornadoes, cyclones, and sand-storms were as distinguishable from one another as were hexameters from alexandrines and novellas from' idyls. There were apparently more things in heaven and earth than were discussed at Warschauer's Russian tea-house or in the works of insurgent literati. Wherefore, I must at once revise my opinion of the heathen in Missouri and expand my notions as to what constituted a well-rounded education.
My fellow-students, having for the most part come to the university direct from the farm, were not slow in observing how ignorant I was of all things agricultural, nor in making the most of their discovery. They
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